Finale in Form of a Baccbanale

vineyard and the olive grove. They learned letters from the pat-
terns of the constellations, to foretell the truth, and translate the
dead. These are mysteries, still, and no one is the wiser. The lyric
moment is still a mystery between the vine and olive. Sacred and
Profane are two schools of thought, two hemispheres, two conti-
nents, a heaven and a hell, in accordance with the winds that blow.

But the music grows louder. The living have no time to think.
They must take one side, or other. The siren and the time signal
have been music in their day; but the bacchanale will drive away
the present and the future. Here the crocus grows beneath the
cedartree in a vernal forest giving on the vines. All the airs are
perfumed and sigh sweet with resin. The music thrills and empties
in the hollow valley. Here Sacred and Profane meet together in
the dance, which loudens with the shaking of the lilied sceptre and
beats with the tambourines and crashes with the cymbals. There is
one god, or many gods, but all are worshipped here. Or no god at
all, but what the music means. Is there not word enough in the
vineyard and the cedar breath? The creaking tumbrils pass by in a
dream, while the bacchanale comes back again in louder triumph.

Where, then, is wisdom? In the arts, and not in war. In the cold
and in the heat. In this music and its lilies. In shocks of corn and
in the golden locks of children. In the arts and in the senses. In the
bright wing and in the golden leaf. In night and day, or sun and
moon, but not among the dead. In this there lies no difference:
Profane or Sacred: Sacred or Profane.

